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	1. prologue

Here is my new story, The Shiribeshi Express.

This story is based on a hindi comedy movie which I liked so much that I had to write this.

This story is just based on the movie. It also have my work and imagination. I would have rated it a T, but..I have my moments. Why take a chance.

Enjoy and please review.

0o0o0o0o0o0o00ooo00oo

The hot wind blew my hair across my face, causing my white button down to flap across my body. My heart was beating fast, my pulse rate increasing, but I maintained my posture, trying my best to look confident.

I climbed out of the black colored jeep I was sitting in, undoing my seat belt, even though the black haired boy sitting beside me tried to stop me by holding my hand, looking at me with grey eyes which held raw concern for me. I gave him an assuring smile and stepped down.

I turned towards the man standing in front of us. His eyes held nothing other than loathe an betrayal. I looked around myself at the huge crowd that was surrounding me and the man sitting in the jeep whom I loved dearly. My heart was desperate to find someone who would help us. My gaze passed over many familiar faces, but I knew they wouldn't do anything.

They couldn't.

Even I wouldn't have helped myself if I was in their place.

My gaze still continued to sweep across the crowd. Half of them were carrying arms, swords and guns, name any. My eyes stopped at one man, a huge man who was rubbing his lower lip with his thumb and looking at me in a way, it made my skin crawl. I had learned to hate him the moment I first saw him.

I gave a last glance towards the jeep and stepped forward, towards the man standing in front of us in a yukata kimono, his arm holding a gun. Beside him, his wife had tears in her eyes. I gave her a small smile and continued towards him, even though I knew I would never be able to go back to the boy still in the jeep.

I had been many things in my life, which was most Probably going to end, but I was never a coward. I was never a one to stand low. I knew I was right, so there was no need to stand down. I squared my shoulders and looked straight in the eyes of the tall man, who had his gun pointed at me, straight at my heart.

The very heart which had dared to fall in love with his son...

Yeah. It's a long story indeed.

Well, to understand what is going on or how I got in such a compromising situation, lets start from the start.

My story starts from a train. Well, actually, it started from a train station, but the love story which never supposed to exist, started from a train and a journey.

A very unexpected journey.

Hello, this is Mai Taniyama, and this is the story of my doomed life.

0o0o0o0o0o0o00ooo00oo

Until next chapter.

Please review.


	2. Grandpa

Enjoy and review.

0o0o0o0o0o0o00ooo00oo

Calling my life legendary would be a lie. My life was just as normal as the girl next door.

Okay, maybe not the girl next door, as she wasn't an orphan, or her dead grandfather's father would still not be alive and kicking at the age of 99. Apparently, I am the last of our generation, as my grandfather had died about a decade ago, while I was still young, and my parents had died too in a car accident, when I was still very young.

"Mai dear! Is my luggage done or not?" A raspy voice of my great grandfather called me, making me cringe. "Where are you, you lazy brat!?"

All my maids around me turned to look at me and snickered under their breath, making me close my eyes and let out a sigh.

Yeah he was irritating sometimes, but he adorable nevertheless. He had an almost bald head and a round wrinkled fair face as he sat on his rocking chair with his shirt and pant. When people got old, they usually turned grumpy, but my precious grandpa just turned hilarious. He had a great sense of humor.

Everyone adored him. Anyone who met him called him grandpa, which maybe was a reason I still didn't know his full name. His name was Naozumi and my surname was Taniyama. So it must be Naozumi Taniyama.

My grandpa, Naozumi, had always looked after me like a father. Though, he was my everything, my father, my mother, a sister, a brother, everything. I love him. But there are those rare sometimes when I hate him. Especially, when he asks me to find myself a man.

And by man, he didn't mean a boyfriend. He means a husband.

He even went to introduce me with one of his co worker!

Who does that?

I was never really interested in having a boyfriend, and despite the knowledge that sometimes grandpa thought that there was something wrong with me, I didn't care. I already had a lot of work to do. I helped grandpa in every way I could and had never been a burden he had to look after, even though he kept telling me that I didn't need to, as I was also the only one he had.

Well, I did have a crush on few, but that was it. I never looked forwards for being with them. Ever. And even if I did got involved romantically with someone, I doubted if he would like to last long with me.

Not that I wasn't pretty. I had light brown hair which came to almost the small of my back, with light brown eyes and a pretty face with a petite, but beautiful figure with all the curves at the right places. I looked like my mom, and at her time, mom was considered really beautiful.

I love me.

Getting back to the main point, he would be happy with me because I wasn't really good at relationships. I had a business to run and I was busy very much already, and dates and romantic trips were just going to screw with my work.

"Yes grandpa! All done!" I called back equally loud. I zipped his suitcase close and picked it up with a grunted, making my way to him. I dropped it in front of him and huffed, thrusting my hand on my waist with a smug look.

Today, he was leaving for Japan, to celebrate his 100th birthday.

He was going alone, because I was supposed to look after his business while he was away.

His business?

The Taniyama Sweets. My grandfather had a business of sweets. We had all kinds, chocolate, candy bars, cakes blah blah.

Now you would ask, why he was going all the way to Japan, from here, Brooklyn. Now this was another story.

Out family was originally Japanese. But my grandfather had come here, to new york, to settle when he was still young with his family. Here, he met my grandma, where he had my father, who found mom, and then pretty me was born. I don't really know the reason, why he came here, but I didn't complain.

Other than the fact I didn't understand a single word of Japanese, which my grandpa sometimes used with some of my far away relatives. It irritated me. Otherwise, I was cool.

"Thank you, dear girl." He smiled. I knelt down in front of him and took his big and wrinkled hand in mine.

"Happy birthday, grandpa." I smiled. I would have sat on his lap, but I wasn't a child anymore. At old age, it took time for broken bones to heal. He bent down and ruffled my hair with his other hand.

"You didn't get me any gift?" He asked, his eyes shining with love. I blushed and looked down, suddenly the small box resting in the back pocket of my jeans weighing a 100 pound.

"Uh.." My gaze went to the huge boxes resting beside his chair, and I was pretty sure, they were expensive. He tucked a piece of hair behind my ear.

"Mai? What is it?" He asked me.

"I don't think you'll want my gift." I said, in a small voice. "The other gifts are much better than mine."

"Mai dear, you know your gift would be the most precious to me." He said, his voice raspy due to his old age. "They love me, because they have a relationship with me. You love me, that is why we have this relationship in the first place." He smiled.

"I love you, grandpa." I chuckled, bringing his hands to my cheek.

"Now can I have my gift?" I pulled the small box from by back pocket and placed it in his open palms.

He smiled and undid the gift wrapper, I had wrapped my self and pulled out a small circular chocolate box. I had gifted him white chocolates, which he loved the most. Maybe more than me.

"White Chocolates!" He laughed and stuffed two of them in his mouth. "This really is the best gift I've for my 100th birthday." He smiled, popping another chocolate in his mouth.

"You like it?" I asked.

"Of course, Mai! You have no idea what useless gift I've got today." He said, and broke into a story of how ridiculous gifts he had received. One of the relative even gifted him sneakers.

"Grandpa, I think you should get up. You have a flight." I pointed out to the clock.

"Yes. I think you're right." He sighed. "I sometimes wonder what are you going to do when I'm gone." He said. My heart thumped uncomfortably in my heart. It was a bad sign. Whenever my heart jumped like this, something bad happened.

"Grandpa, don't say such things." I said, my eyes brimming with tears.

"After me, I want you to look after my business, sweetie." He said and stood up, getting ready to leave. "But why are we talking about thing which have time? We will talk about it again, after 20 or 30 years."

I rolled my eyes at his confidence.

"Bye grandpa."

"Bye, love."

Next day, at late night I got a call from Japan.

Grandpa passed away.

He died in his sleep.

0o0o0o0o0o0o00ooo00oo

Until next chapter.

Please review.


	3. last wishes

Enjoy and review.

0o0o0o0o0o0o00ooo00oo

I walked out of my bedroom, folding the sleeves of my white button down while trying not to wince at the throbbing in my head. I picked up a toast from my breakfast plate and sat down on the sofa, nibbling at it.

The house was too quiet. No raspy voice had called for me, asking me whether I had eaten my breakfast or not. Neither anyone had thrown an apple at me from the rocking chair, which sat empty near the balcony, opposite to me.

I missed grandpa.

I got up from the sofa, not able to look at the empty chair anymore, which kept reminding me of someone I had lost. Making my way to the balcony door, I slid down to the floor, my back against the doorway.

I remembered, when I was young, grandpa would sit at this rocking chair and I would sit opposite to him on the floor with my legs crossed while he told me stories and jokes.

A new set of tears stirred in my eyes which I angrily wiped away. I had cried a lot in these past two days and this needed to stop. Yesterday was his birthday. It had been one of the most gloomy day of my life.

In Japan, they had planned that they were going to wish him his birthday on midnight, but grandpa was too sleepy to cooperate. They somehow managed to keep him awake till midnight and wished him, cut his birthday cake and finally, he hopped into the bed, happily.

One of the maid went to wake him up for dinner, but he didn't move. She tried to wake him up.

He didn't.

He was supposed to be home today.

Maybe it was good that he was buried in Japan. At least he was with his wife there. I didn't go to the funeral. I couldn't. Going there, seeing so many faces there, looking at him thag way, his face pale, without any smile, not moving.

I buried my face in my hands. I still couldn't believe I was an orphan. I had lost everyone. All I had left was this business to look after. Taniyama Sweets. Who named this company again? Right. Grandpa. My hilarious grandpa. Even when someone akes my name, the answer id always the same.

"My name is Mai Taniyama."

"Taniyama? As in, Taniyama Sweets?"

Uggh.

I jumped, when a hand landed on my shoulder and glanced up, to see Kiyoko looking down at me with red puffy eyes. Her hair were falling out of her untidy bun and her face looked dead. She had cried the most, when we got the unfortunate news.

Or maybe she had just woken up.

She came in front of me and leaned against the doorway opposite to me, her eyes set at the grayish orange sky. It was early in the morning. Too early for my liking, but I couldn't sleep.

When grandpa was still alive, he would always try to wake me up this early, but I never did and now that he was gone, here I was eating a toast this early. The sky was grey, with the sun still rising. It was so beautiful. Maybe this was why grandpa wanted to wake me up. To see the sunrise with him.

"You know, Mr Naozumi got what he wanted." Kiyoko said, her white hair shining under the orange light that fell on her from the balcony door. Her voice was shaky, due to her old age.

"Hmm?"

"He wanted a peaceful death. No blood, no pain, no ambulances, no crying faces.." She sniffed. "He died the most peaceful death one could."

I nodded. She was right. Grandpa was a very jovial and cheerful kind of man and wanted nothing more than this. This had to happen someday. He had to leave me someday, so he did. There is no use of crying. And grandpa would want me to be happy.

"You're right. Thank you." I smiled up at my grandma figure. Kiyoko had been with grandpa since as long as I could remember, but they weren't married. There was a time when I used to think the Kiyoko might have a crush at Grandpa, but I was proved wrong.

She had been in love with Grandpa since he was his tutor when she was in college.

Wow grandpa.

"He really loved you Mai. He wanted nothing more than for you to be happy forever." She said, tears streaming down her wrinkled cheek. My throat tightened

Was she trying to make me cry? I stood up and gave her a hug, trying to sooth her. I took her hand in mine and led her to the rocking chair grandpa used to sit in. Kneeling down in front of her, I took both her hand in mine. They were cold and shaking.

"You are all I've left, Kiyoko." I whispered. "And I want you to be happy."

Kiyoko nodded. I used to call her grandma, until she asked me to call her just Kiyoko and stop with the formalities.

She was going to leave me someday too. And then I'll be all alone.

I didn't want to loose anyone.

"Mai, I want you to do something for me." She said, taking my hands in her wrinkled one. She pulled out a small round pendant from her cardigan pocket and opened my hand.

"What is it?"

"This was your grandpa's." She said, and placed it in my hand. The cool metal was heavy, and it metal chain slid from between between my fingers. I pulled my hand and looked at the pendant. It seemed be pure gold, and it was heavy. This ought to have cos more than a fortune. "It was really precious to him."

Kiyoko reached down and opened the round pendant, revealing two photos there, on each side. On one side, it was a photo of grandpa, old and black and white and on the other side, it was his wife, my great grandmother. She died fifteen years before my grandfather. Grandpa really loved her.

How was he able to live without her for so many years? I clicked it shut and looked up at Kiyoko.

"He really loved her, Mai."

I nodded. So? (Not to be rude or anything)

"This pendant was given to him by his wife." She pointed towards my closed palm. "He wanted to take this to her grave for her, before he died. That was the main reason he went there. It was sent back here, since he couldn't-" Her voice broke. "It was his last wish."

"You want me to.." She cut me by nodding her head.

"I want you to take this to her. Bury it there, in her grave."

"W-wait.." I panicked. "Y-you want me to take this to Japan?"

"Yes. I would have gone there myself, but..you know..old age." She said and sighed. "It was his last wish."

"It was his last wish." I whispered. "But I would have to book flight tickets and all, it will take tim-"

"That can be taken care of. You need to leave tommorow" She said. Oh, this women.

"Okay." I said.

"Go there, have some fun." Kiyoko smiled at me. "We will look after the business until then."

I smiled, which turned out to be a grimace.

Fun, huh?

My head snapped up, when I remember something.

All my friends were going to Japan someday this week too! Grandpa had totally forbidden me to go there alone, without him while leaving the business, so I was depressed for about a whole week. When was it? Today? Or tomorrow? I sprang up from my place on the floor and grinned, overwhelmed by excitement.

"I'll just..um..go." I said, pointing my thumb towards the door. "Um..I just..remembered something." It wasn't a lie.

She gave me a warm smile. "Thank you, Mai."

I should be the one thanking her.

I was finally able to go to my dream trip.

"Go and book a flight, sweet heart. I'll drop you at the airport, tommorow." Kiyoko's words cut through my heart. I slowly turned around.

"No Kiyoko." I said. "It's fine. I'll be just fine, going alone. You should rest!" I tried to think of any excuse to make her stay. "Your knees!" I clapped my hands before dropping them back. "Um..I mean, your knees. It's not good for your knees, you know, old age."

"No, Mai dear." I flinched, when she called me by the name grandpa had given me. Grandpa had an old habit of using my name in place of 'My'. So instead of calling me 'My dear' or 'My love', he called me 'Mai dear' or 'Mai love'. "It's the least I can do."

"Kiyoko!"

"No." She said, in her stern voice. I couldn't do anything other than nod my head.

"Address?" I asked in a small voice.

"Yeah. I'll give you the directions." Kiyoko said, picking up a note from the table nearest to her, and scribbled down something. "Here." She smiled, holding out the piece of paper.

"Thanks." I muttered, before walking out of the room, cursing under my breath.

0O0O0O0O0O0O00OOO00OO

Until next chapter.

Enjoy and review.


	4. Japan is on!

Enjoy and review.

0o0o0o0o0o0o00ooo00oo

"Dude! That is awesome!" Yasu shouted, fist pumping.

"Seriously!" Houshou said, patting my back and gave Ayako a high five.

Yeah yeah. I know. My friends were happy, because they had been already planning on going to Japan today, and coincidentally, I was too, tomorrow. There was going to be a 'legendary' concert there, as Yasu put it and they were leaving today.

"You wanted to come with us, to Japan and now you are coming to Japan!" Ayako grinned. "Dude! Cheer up!"

"There is still a problem." I raised my finger. "You all are planning to go to Tokyo. I am going to Hokkaido! And and I can't change my flight to Tokyo! Kiyoko is coming to drop me at the airport!" I said, my voice raising with every word. "How am I supposed to be there?!"

"Mai! Calm down!" Yasu patted my back rather hardly. "We'll find some way!"

So he meant like he would be able to persuade Kiyoko? Like hell.

"Yeah.." I groaned.

Monk turned around and plopped down on his computer chair, his fingers dancing over the keyboard.

I pouted and fell down on the bed with a huff, staring up at the ceiling, my eyes drooping shut. I was almost asleep peacefully, when an unpleasant voice made my eyes snap open.

"This is perfect!" Houshou shouted, causing me, Yasu and Ayako to jump. "Guys! Come here, come here!" He flicked his hands at us. I huffed and got up ready to punch him if it was anything useless. "Look." He thrusted a map in front of my face, causing me to step back when it touched my nose.

It was quite a small place with sea surrounding all its side, and had each its state colored in different colour.

"Sri lanka?" I wondered.

"Hokkaido." Houshou corrected, looking at me as if I was an idiot. "Look, we'll change our plans." He said. Wait, what?

"You're willing to do that for me?" I asked, touched.

"Aww. Of course Mai." Ayako rubbed my arm. "There would be no fun there without you!" My dear Ayako was my best friend. She always supported me, no matter what. I smiled.

"And grandpa has done a lot for us too. This is nothing." Yasu added.

It was so rare, that I had emotional moments like this with my friends nowadays.

"Yeah, whatever." Houshou interrupted out moment. "Book a flight to Otaru." He pointed at a corner of the state. "From there, take a train to Yoichi town." He slid his finger a little down. "We will meet you there, at the train station. There, I have a few friends, where we can stay and will have a party. Then the next day, we can go back to Otaru and take a flight to.."

"Tokyo~!" We all sang together.

"Kiyoko told you to enjoy there, so you are free for that. And about that pendant drama, one of my friends can go there and bury it! It's not like grandma will come there to check whether you were the one to bury it or someone else!"

"And even if she did, she wouldn't find anything! " Yasu added, grinning from ear to ear.

These guys..

It was a win win situation. I'll be able to go to Tokyo with my friends and Grandpa will have his last wish full filled.

"That's..that's perfect.." I murmered. It was a full proof plan. "Dude that's perfect!" I gave him a high five.

"Okay, so we will leave today and wait for you in Yoichi tommorow." Ayako said.

"This is going to be too much fun." Yasu said.

"Maybe you'll find someone there." Ayako said.

"Or atleast get laid." Houshou snickered. I glared at him. Why did he want me deflowered so much?

"Yeah yeah.." I waved my hand.

I turned around and pulled open my closet, deciding which all stuff I should pack. Not much. Ayako was going with me, so there was no way I was going to come back empty handed. Also, I was pretty sure, I was not going to wear any of these clothes there. All the clothes will be bought for me by Ayako.

I picked up my precious red backpack with a smug look.

My trailblazer backpack.

Ha ha.

Grandpa had given this to me on my sixteenth birthday. Now I was finally going to use it. All because of him. I gazed up at the ceiling and winked.

Thanks grandpa.

"Your train ticket." Yasu thrusted a train ticket in my face. I hit his arm, rubbing my sore nose, which I got when Yasu pressed the ticket to my face too hard.

"What's up with you guys throwing things at my face?"

"Your train, dude."

"Already?" I asked, snatching the sheet of paper from his hand. Did he get a new high speed limit for Internet?

"This one train started just now, so not many people know about it. Perfect for you."

"Right. So apparently.." I said, scanning my train ticket. "If by chance I go lost, no one will know about me?"

"Precisely." Yasu shrugged.

"Okay, we gotta go. See you in Hokkaido!" Houshou called, waving his hand to me.

"Which train is it?" I asked Yasu, waving my hand to Houshou.

"The Shiribeshi Express."

Mai heart jumped.

"New?"

"Indeed. Google it."

"Thanks Yasu!" I smiled. "I'll see you guys there."

My heart thumped again.

Bad omen.

Oh boy.

What now?

Short. Not a very good chapter. I know. It will get interesting in a chapter or two.

Please review.


	5. Farewell

"Yes Kiyoko, I'll be fine!"

I tried to reassure Kiyoko, holding her hand in mine. But from the inside, I wanted to hit something. She was the one sending me to almost the other side of the earth in the first place, and now was asking me if I was fine with it or not.

I flipped my hair away from my shoulders and straightened my red flannel shirt, which had crumpled due to how I kept fisting them. I was dressed in a blue jeans and a white tank top with a red flannel as an over shirt.

"Don't worry. I'll be fine."

"I would have gone there by myself. I'm sorry."

"It's cool."

Actually, I was glad that she wasn't going there. There were two main reasons for that. First, she was right. She was too old to travel this far. And second, I was going to have one hell of a good time.

We were standing at the airport, giving our farewell to each other. There was still time for my flight, so I was free to gossip with her, but I decided to ignore her, when she started talking to me about someone I didn't even know.

This Shiribeshi Express thing didn't really go well with me. It had just started new, so it was quiet unnerving. But as much I had found on google, it seemed fine enough. It had its route all over the Shiribeshi state of Hokkaido, and travelled through every town there.

But not the villages. Not yet, anyway.

It was good for one who would want to take a tour of the whole Shiribeshi state. Me? I didn't care. I was going to get off on the next station anyway. I smile creeped its way to my lips.

"Mai?" Kiyoko asked, in her shaky old voice. "Can I ask you something?"

I frowned. "Yes, Kiyoko. What is it?"

"Why are you taking a flight to Otaru?" She sounded doubtful. "Your great grandmother and Mr Naozumi's graves are in kutchun."

I flinched. Holy mosses..I felt a sweat drop.

"I..um..I just needed some time to think.." I stuttered out. Her brows furrowed further.

"About what?"

"Going to Grandpa's grave..I needed some time..so I took the flight to Otaru, from there, I will take a train, so I will be able to spend some time with this pendant. The last remains of grandpa.." my heart clenched at his thought.

She didn't seem convinced. I searched my pockets, to show her some evidence.

"Look." I said, pulling out my train ticket. "From Otaru, I have a train to Kutchun."

"Shiribeshi Express?" Kiyoko asked, squinting her eyes to read more properly. She sighed and leaned back, nodding.

"Come on Kiyoko, stop doubting so much." I chuckled, patting her shoulder lightly.

"You know, Mai, why I asked only you to do this?"

I looked at her.

"Because I don't trust anyone else."

My stomach pinched, but I didn't say anything.

"This pendant was really important to Grandpa." She had tears in her eyes. "I didn't want to get it into the wrong hands. I could have asked anyone, but..I just don't trust anyone anymore. I've seen too much."

Her words just managed to make me feel smaller, instead of understanding. She was referring to that one time when she had trusted one of her neighbors to look after her house while she was out. At that time, she had her mother's jewelleries which were the last of her remains in a locker. She was supposed to deposit them somewhere in a bank or something.

When she came back, her 'most trusted neighbors' had disappeared, and so did all the jewelleries. Kiyoko had been devastated. They were the only things left she had of her parents.

"Maybe you are right. I shouldn't doubt so much." She chuckled and shook her head.

This was the first time I couldn't look Kiyoko in the eye.

I was breaking her trust.

"Anyway." Kiyoko smiled. "Me and my depressing speeches."

She squeezed me into a hug and kissed my cheek, tears collecting in her eyes. I knew, she was missing Grandpa and with me leaving, she would be all alone in the house with just a deafening silence. I pulled back, just as my flight was announced.

"Thank you so much, Mai." She said, one last time while I slinged my backpack over my shoulder.

"Goodbye, Kiyoko."

This was also the first time when I wanted to call her grandma so badly. But I refrained. I didn't deserve it.

Looking at her expression, it broke my heart. I felt like betraying her. Hell, I was betraying her. But I had already made my excuses. I had already lied to her. I couldn't back out now.

So I turned around and walked away.

"Shiribeshi, Shiribeshi, Shiribeshi..." I murmered, waiting for my train to arrive, at the Otaru train station. Actually, I just needed to say something. This was a new country. I had no idea what people around me were talking about and it made me nervous.

And when I got nervous, I did two things. Talk (blabber) or curse.

Grandpa's golden pendant hung heavy around my neck and my thoughts kept wandering to the last look Kiyoko gave me before I walked away.

It was a look of hope. Of trust.

And I am lying through my teeth, if I said that I was feeling fine.

My heart was pounding, my stomach pinched froom time to time, my palms were wet with sweat and I wanted to cry. Suddenly, I didn't want to do this anymore.

Back at my home, when with my friends, it didn't feel like a big deal. But now, I felt like Grandpa was watching over me from the sky, and he was watching what I was doing. Maybe so did my great grandmother.

My eyes burned, so I diverted my thoughts towards the train.

On the way here, I googled the Shiribeshi Express, again. This train was different from the other trains of Japan. It was exceptionally made for touring purpose, so it was relatively slow, so that people could take their time to look around the whole state. It was slow enough, that for reaching the other end of the state, it would take about two days, as it kept halting from stop to stop for about fifteen to half an hour.

The train was divided into cabins with proper sleeping berths so a traveller could even sleep, when tired. What bugged me? They were sharing cabins. Therefore, I would be locked up with people who didn't speak my language and neither did I speak theirs.

There was still time for my train to arrive, so I decided to take a look around to kill my time. I wandered here and there, but not too far. I could still see the waiting area from where I was standing. It already took me about an hour or two to search for the waiting area.

Even the tourist guide was written in Japanese! I stood at the centre of the huge lobby and looked around.

And that was when I saw him.

And it was all in slow motion. Like in the movies? Yeah. Like that.

His black hair shined as the afternoon sunlight glared at him, his skin pale and smooth. He was dressed in a white button up and a light blue jeans which hung low on his waist. He had the most beautiful face I had ever seen.

He had a frown over his lips and his eyes seemed tight. He looked in deep thought too, looking at the fact that he was biting his cheek, as he hurried away in the crowd. He seemed..panicked? But why did he seemed panicked? My eyes connected with his electric grey ones..

Right before he collided with me, rather hardly. I stumbled back, my nose bumping with his hard chest. I hadn't realized that he was hurrying in my direction, quite fast.

"Ow!" I yelped, when he stepped on my toe, the heel of his shoe digging into my bare flesh.

"Can you not watch where you are going?" He snapped, irritated and thankfully, in English. I narrowed my eyes at him. My toe was burning.

"Me? You were the one collided with me in the first place!" I retorted. He gave me a cold look before turning around, ready to walk away. I grabbed his shoulder and turned him back to me. Who was he showing this attitude to? "And if I can't watch where I am going, that doesn't mean that you will turn blind too!" I said, before stomping away to the waiting area I was in, before.

I glanced behind my back to look at him one last time, only to see that his grey eyes were still looking at me with an intense gaze. I looked away, really mad.

Our first encounter wasn't really a pretty one, yeah.

At that time, I didn't know that my farewell to Kiyoko was going to be the last time I saw her.

Neither did I know, that this grey eyed man was going to change my life completely and utterly.

The train Shiribeshi Express is based on any normal Indian train. Use google for more info on an idian train.

Please review. 


	6. The Shiribeshi Express

My train arrived ten minutes later after my first encounter with a specific grey eyed man, whose eyes were so hypnotising, that they still kept flashing in front of my eyes.

I plopped down on my seat and sighed, tossing my bag beside me. The seat was long enough that I could lie down. By saying that it was a sharing cabin, it meant that one cabin was supposed to be shared by two travellers. A huge glass window was there, beside me to look out and a small tanle was set, adjacent to the wall which, I supposed, was there to eat.

There were still about ten minutes for my train to start up, so I decided to look around, in the time being.

I slid open the wooden door, stepping into the narrow path. The train was new so it was quiet and empty, just a few people there. Like..three, other than me and another cabin quite far from mine which was locked. There must be someone there. My cabin was right next to the door and the washroom area, which was a good thing. I wouldn't have to walk too much in the night.

At the washroom area, there were two exits, where there was no door to shut it. Hmm. Dangerous. Near the door, there was a small board where something was written there in Japanese, in red color. Below the writing, there was a cartoon of a man falling out of the door in a rather comical way.

So it meant, 'be careful, there is an open door. You can fall off the train and make a complete fool of yourself like the man in the cartoon.'

Thanks genius.

I took a moment to ponder over whether I should leave the board as it is or pull it off and throw it in the toilet bowl.

I shook my head this idiocy and returned to my cabin. I decided not to shut the cabin door, so that I could look out of the huge window, that was now, on either side of me. One in my cabin, and the other one, in the cabin opposite to mine.

A few minutes later, the train jerked forward.

I frowned, when I saw that there was no one to share the cabin. Maybe the train was new and not many people were there to share the cabin anyway. They all must have taken a separate cabin for themselves. I didn't know whether I was happy or not, so I shrugged it off.

The train finally left the station, and the town came into view. I set my hand on the broad armrest, which was modified into a plush leather pillow, and placed my head against the glass window.

No wonder Grandpa loved this place. Hokkaido indeed was a beautiful place. The farms, the small houses, the scenery. It was all mesmerizing. Since the train was relatively slow, I could take my time to look around and catch up every thing.

Maybe I should have come here with Grandpa. I could already imagine him telling me different stories about his time in Hokkaido, while sitting on the seat opposite to me, his gaze out of the window.

I took off the pendant from around my neck and clicked it open.

"You always used to forgive me." I whispered. "I hope you forgive me this time too."

I jerked awake, when an announcement echoed around me, followed by a loud honk of a train. I snapped my head up and looked out of the window, to see that I was already in Yoichi station.

Whoohoo!

I gingerly picked up my backpack and jumped off the train, a lot more gracefully that the man in the cartoon and looked around, searching for an exit.

All my depression left me and was replaced by a huge excitement. I finally found the exit and made my way around, finally spotting the red head of Ayako.

"Ayako!" I called. Her head whipped around so quick that I was momentarily worried if she had broken her head. She hadn't. Phew. "Dude!" I waved my hand vigorously, which she returned just as vigorously.

I jumped my way to them and spotted all of them standing a wall, above which there was a sign of a man running towards an open door. Emergency exit? I was becoming an expert in reading signs.

"I thought that Kiyoko had found out about your plan." Houshou commented. "We thought you weren't going to show up."

"Dude, almost." I said, ready to take off my pendant, only to find out it wasn't there in the first place. My eyes grew wide.

"What's wrong?" Yasu asked.

"Grandpa." I said, in a deep shock. I left the pendant on that table, in the train. I looked down at my watch.

The train left in three minutes.

"What?" I whipped around towards the was I came just now.

"I forgot Grandpa in the train!" I yelled and sprinted towards the train, my friends calling out to me.

Yeah, it was an idiotic move. Leaving something so important in a place like a train. Something which I had been so trusted with. But at that time, I was an immature dimwit.

I was running back to that train, but at that time, I didn't know that I was never going to come back out.

Please review.

Ps. Next chapter will be up shortly. 


	7. kidnapped

I had tears in my eyes, as I sprinted up the stairs towards the train. That was the last remains of Grandpa. And I had left it on a table, in a TRAIN. How stupid one could be?

As I made my way more into the station, I kept getting more and more irritated.

Why was everything here written in japanese?

Finally, I found my train standing leisurely on the railway. I jumped happily and darted towards it, just when it jerked forward.

Mothereffer..GRANDPA!

Ignoring the startled looks given my way and some japanese sounds made by the other people, I jumped into the train, through the that open door, coming straight face to face with that cartoon.

Damn.

I finally made a complete fool of myself. Though I didn't fall off the train. Instead, I jumped into the moving train.

I'm that awesome.

Slinging my backpack, I hurried my way inside, towards my cabin.

'..This pendant was really precious to Grandpa..'

Kiyoko's words rang in my ear.

'..I don't want it to fall into the wrong hands..'

What was I going to tell Kiyoko, if it got stolen? Lie? Yeah. I can do that. Maybe I'll just tell her that I buried it there in grandma's grave. Its not like she will dig it out or something.

But what if she found out?

Oh god. She will smother me with a chocolate cake if I didn't find it.

I led out the breath that I didn't know I was holding, when I saw the golden chain still resting on the table.

"Phew, Grandpa, how you scare me." I smirked, but jumped when my train blared its horn. I looked out of the window only to see that the train was catching speed. Oh shit.

Was that was what the cartoon meant?

I again, sprinted towards the train exit. Holding onto the supporters, I gazed down the train at the platform with a calculating look. I could still step out. Maybe I will tumble a little. Or possibly fall down, but I will be out. I hope no one made a video of me and posted it on youtube.

I was about to step out, thinking how I was going to create a huge scene at the train station, when a crowd will be surrounding me and I would be lying on the floor in a petite heap, just when, I heard a thud behind me, ssounding like someone just collided with the wall.

I flinched and turned around when I heard the word 'baka', though the rest of the line was a mystery. I did hear Grandpa speaking in japanese, sometimes. I knew another word, something like arigataou. It meant..thank you? But that was it. Even at this date, I don't know what that line meant.

Hell, I don't even remember what it was.

My eyes connected with a familiar grey one.

"What are you doing here?" I asked, startled.

"This is a free country." He said, turning towards the door opposite to the one I was about to use, ready to jump.

The one that opened onto the railway.

"Wait wait wait!" I grapped the back of his shirt. "You're not seriously going to jump, are you?"

"Like you weren't?" He snapped, prying my hands off his shirt. His touch sent shivers up my arm, but I chose to ignore it. "Get off!"

"You can't jump there! What if a train ran you over? You'll die!" I pulled him inside.

"Let go!" He snapped, still prying off my fingers. "'What does it matter to you!?"

Even though I wanted to strangle him at his jerkness, I didn't want this guy to die.

"I won't let anyone die in front of my eyes!"

"Then shut your eyes and turn around."

"What's wrong with you?" I asked, just when a pair of huge and cream colored hands dragged the grey eyed beauty in front of me away from the door.

I turned around to see the ugliest face I had ever seen. I'm not even gonna describe him. He was fat, his eyes were small and had a huge nose.

Though this guy will be quite friendly with me in the future.

Anyway. Thanking the fat guy, I walked past him and reached my leg out for the platform, ready to get off.

Like I could.

I yelped, when the platform suddenly disappeared and my leg was almost met by the railway line. I stood their dumbstruck, for a moment, thinking about what just happened, with my leg still hanging down the train. That was when I realised it.

I missed my platform.

I pulled my leg back with a start.

Just because of the grey eyed man standing behind me, arguing someone, I missd my platform. I whipped around, my blood boiling. By now, he was surrounded by two other men, all of them dressed in black.

Standing between them, the grey eyed man was looking like a lotus.

A beautiful flower between mud. Wow. I could be a poet. No offense to the other people.

A lotus with an attitude.

I pushed past the two men who were blocking my view with the grey eye, and glared at him.

"What the hell?" I spat.

One of the man standing beside me said something I didn't understand. Though it wasn't anything good, judging by the tone.

"People miss their trains! You made me miss my platform!"

The other three men leered at me before walking back inside a random cabin. And coincidentally, it was the cabin opposite to mine. Also, since I had missed my station, I would have to travel with them until the next station.

"Congratulations, miss." Grey eyes said, startling me, when his breath fanned across my cheek. "You just got me kidnapped."

Please review.


	8. Talks

"Excuse me!" I called, as I wobbled in my cabin, due to the fat guy with long nose sitting in 'my' seat. What the hell! I held onto the wall and stepped across his legs, which he didn't even bother to fold so that I could pass and jumped, causing my waist to collide painfully with my waist and my backpack to collide with the head of grey eye.

He deserved it.

I fell clumsily on my seat, between fatty and the window, and sighed contently at my accomplishment, and tossed my backpack at the shelf above my head, which I believed was for luggage.

"I'm quite fat, huh." I joked, but fell silent when no one said anything. Maybe it was because they didn't understand what I said, but what's with the cold looks the grey eye kept passing me?

And what was about that kidnapping thing? Creepy. I pulled out my cell and dialed Houshou. He picked up at the second ring. After listening to a lecture about carelessness, I told him about how I missed my platform, followed by a howl of laughter, before it became silent again.

"I don't believe you." Houshou said, disappointed. I switched my cellphone to my other ear. I could imagine him shaking his head. "You missed your platform."

"Yeah hou..I.." My eyes went to the black haired beauty sitting in front of me, who was gazing out of the window with a bored look. Yeah. I got to share my cabin with 'him'. "I got held up." I sighed.

"Yeah." Houshou said. There was a silence. "What's his name?" My eyes widened, still looking at grey eyes.

"Shut up!" I whined, my cheeks burning. I closed my eyes, trying to calm myself down. "Anyway."

"Ahh haan. Anyway." A vein popped in my head.

"As I was saying. Since I missed this station, I will wait for the next station, that is Nikki..or something like that. Whatever. Wait for me there, and from there, we'll go to back to Otaru and then Tokyo. Sounds good?"

"Fine. But if you don't show up there, better take a train to Kutchun. We'll leave without you." He threatened. I rolled my eyes.

"And then you better dig a grave for yourself." I said, before hanging up.

And that was when it got awkward.

I looked out of the window. It was getting dark, so the sky out side was orange and pink with little houses and farms bathing in the dusk. But it wasn't the sky I was interested in. It was the man sitting opposite to me.

It should be a crime to be this beautiful. When the dusk light fell on his face, it was like I couldn't breathe. I turned my gaze away, only to see that the door of our cabin was open, and so was the one of the cabin opposite to mine. Grey eye's kidnappers were looking at him as if he would dissappear, if handled carelessly. Maybe he would.

I diverted my gaze away. Fatty from beside me stood up, and went somewhere, I didn't know where. Maybe to check on something, leaving me with the creepily good looking man. I couldn't help but stare at him.

"Take a picture. Lasts longer." He said, in his bored voice. I jumped and looked away, but didn't miss the smirk he had on his lips. He was enjoying teasing me, wasn't he? Deciding that I needed to do something, I stood up, reaching on my tip toes, for my water bottle from my backpack. Being here made me feel hot and my throat dry. Cool water would be nice.

I was just pulling my bottle out, when pair of warm hand touched my waist, making me literally jump out of my skin. I looked up and saw grey eyes looking down at me.

Hell? He reached out and plucked the small milton thermos out of my bag easily, being about a head or two taller than me. I took it from his hands, flushing.

His hands found a belt of my bare skin, where he started tracing his thumb. My breath hitched, when his touch raised goosebumps across my back. Maybe he felt it too, cause his movement faltered slightly.

"W-what do you think you're doing?" I asked, my hands still gripping the shelf, so tightly that my knuckles were turning white. My gaze went to his were looking away, maybe trying to give us some privacy.

"I'm trying to talk." He said, his voice low.

"Oh?" I raised my eyebrows, this time my voice steady, and somehow, confident. "Kindly get your hands off me."

"This is the only way I can talk to you. Or they'll think that I'm planning to run again." He whispered, his breath fanning my cheek, when he bent down.

"Are you planning to run away?" I asked.

"Precisely."

"So..what do you want to talk about?" Fatty decided to come back just then, causing me to jump and flush. He shook his head, looking at me, then to the boy beside me, and walked away, this time opposite from where he came. From the corner of my eye, I saw one of the guy turn and look at us.

"You have something I need." He said, his hand slipping towards my navel. He won't try anything. He won't try anything. He won't try anything.

"W-what?" My whole body was on fire. He brought his face near my ear.

"A cellphone." He whispered. "I need a cellphone. Wait for me near the restrooms." I nodded, but didn't move. His hand went to my jeans button, tracing it with his forefinger.

"Restroom." He whispered again, fumbling with my jeans button. My head was buzzing.

"I said, restroom." He said, this time, his thump slipping through the waistband. What? Restroom? Why did his voice sounded urgent?

"Restroom! Call! " I jumped away and shouted, before looking around. Every eye was on me. "Uh-um..I mean..um..nature's call!" Before I could make anymore fool of myself, I turned away and hurried over to the restroom.

"'Shai.'" I heard him chuckle, followed by the others.

Seriously, this train was awesome. I stood by the door, leaning against the doorway while the wind whipped around my face and the sunset made everything turn a beautiful shade of orange. I could spend my whole life here.

"Come on. Give me your phone." I saw a hand in front of my face.

Or not.

"You're an ass." I crossed my arms in front of me. "Do you really think that just because you're being kidnapped and a damsel in distress, I am going to take all your tantrums and say nothing?! Who do you think you are?" My face was flushed and I was panting due to shouting all this in one breath. "You're a narcissist!"

He didn't say anything for a moment. "Hai. Can I make a call now?" I sighed and dig my pockets for my phone and held it in my hand with a smug look.  
>"Samsung galaxy S6 edge, with 16 mp rear camera and 5 mp front camera, wide angle and a 32 gb memory, $600. Okay, make it $517.99. Ha!"<p>

"Can we make a call with it?" He asked, his eyes cold. I gulped, feeling small.

"Of course we can." I said in a small voice. He took the phone from my hand and dialed a number, holding it against his cheek. I studied my toe, waiting for him to finish his call.

"Hel-" He started, before I saw something fly out of the door from the corner of my eye.

I looked up to see one of the kidnappers, one with dark skin, staring at grey eyes, who had his empty hand held against his ear and a blank look on his face. I frowned. Why was his hand empty?

Where was my phone?

Wait. What was that thing that flew out of the door?

It dawned upon me.

It was my phone.

My baby.

"My SAMSUNG GALAXY S6 EDGE!" I screamed, hanging my head out of the door, the wind blowing at my face. I was in a state of shock. My baby fell out of the train.

"'Shibuya-kun. Nani o yatte iru to omoimasu ka?'"

I didn't bother hear his reply. My baby was gone. I gritted my teeth and stomped my leg, before turning around.

"That was my phone!" I shouted. They completely ignored me. "Oh? So now you'll ignore me? That's classic!" I threw my hands up in the air. The third kidnapper, who had a blue band across his forehead sneered at me.

"'Kanojo to no mondai was nanideshu ka?"'

Grey eye smirked. "Sore was doa kara deteitta kanojo no denwadeshita.'"

Blue band sneered further. "'Watashi wa sore ga kanojo no denwa o shitteitanana watashi wa doyo ni kanojo o nagetadearou."' I don't know why it sounded like a scary threat to me.

"What did he say?" I turned towards grey eye, my eye twitching. I hated threats. Though, today, I'm used to it.

"He said, if he knew it was your phone I was going to use, he would have thrown you out as well." I gaped at him. Then turned to blue bands.

"You'll throw me out? Who are you to throw me out? That was my phone! Mine! I'll sue you! All of you!" I screamed. I was going to curse further, but couldn't, as a cool metal was pressed against my neck, which I realised was a scary looking knife, and a gun was pointed at my head.

'"Damare.'" He spat. I turned my gaze to grey eyes and pouted. He shook his head and sighed.

"'Kanojo wa itte miyou, ani."' He said, his hands dug in his jeans pocket and leaning against the cabin doorway. Blue band nodded and stepped back, and as did the gun at my head, which I realised, was pointed by the dark skinned man.

Blue band stepped forwards to grab my hand, but somehow, I didn't want him to touch me. Ao I stepped back. He reached for me again, and I was going to take another step away, but I was saved when grey eyes stepped forwards and took my hand in his. "Come on, before you get shot because of you stupidity." He said, tugging me back towards the cabin. I didn't know what to do.

I nodded.

Please review. 


	9. murder

I sat down on my seat, shaken. I could still feel the cool metal against my throat. Grey eyes was sitting beside me, so I was sandwiched between the window and him. I looked up and saw grey eyes in a deep thought. He had his hands clasped on the table, while his finger tapping creating a rhythmic sound.

I flushed, when I recalled his fingers on my waist, his thumped slipped past my waist band. No other man had made me feel like he did. And I didn't even know his name. His hand fell on my shoulder, and he pulled me closer to him, his breath fanning my temple.

"We need to make another plan." He murmered.

"We?" I asked, my gaze shifting to the blue band, who had been staring me for sometime now. "Since when did I got involved?"

"Since you got me kidnapped."

"No I didn't!" I nudged his crossed legs with mine.

"Yes you did, because of your utter lack in the brain department. And now you are partially involved. Anyway." He narrowed his eyes and looked out of the window, in a deep thought, his fingers this time playing with the material of my shirt. "Okay. I have an idea."

"That was quick." I muttered.

"You are going to get off at Nikki, I take it?"

I nodded.

"Fine, the train will stop there for about ten minutes. So I want you to get off, and go get me help."

"Why does it sounds like you're ordering me?"

"Because I am." I clenched my teeth. Why does he always has to act this way?

"Why don't you just go and burn in he-"

My curse was interrupted when a man in a black crisp suit came with a huge smile on his face. '"Watashi wa anata no subete wa, anata ga torippu tanoshinde iru negatte imasu ka?"'

I didn't even bother to ask what he was saying. Looking the way he was standing with his hands clasped in front of him and a fake polite smile on his face, he must me the manager. And being a manager, he could only ask one thing. 'I hope you all are enjoying your trip.' Duh.

Who said I didn't have a brain?

'"Hai, watashitachiha arimasu. Arigatōgozaimashita."' Grey eyes said. Why was I even listening to them? I zoned out.

After exchanging a few more words i didn't understand, the manager bowed, but not before throwing a small smile at me. I restrained myself from rolling my eyes, but couldn't. My eyes caught something shining, behind the dark kidnapper and I squinted my eyes to see what it was. It was a bowie knife. Perfect.

My eyes found the manager's and I lifted my fingers, acting like I was itching my nose before pointing at the knife which was kept securely behind dark kidnapper.

"Help." I mouthed, looking at him with a pleading look.

The manager frowned and followed my gaze. He gasped.

"'Anata no haigo ni aru mono wa nanidesu ka?!"' He shouted, before pulling out the knife from behind the kidnapper's back. Ooh. He had guts. "'Naze anata wa naifu o hakonde imasu ka? Detekuru!"'

I looked at grey eyes with a smug look, when the three of the kidnappers stood up to follow the manager towards the restroom area. Maybe there was also some office or anything. I didn't care. I jumped from my seat and looked at fatty and pocked my tounge at him.

"'Kare wa nagaiai sore o iki rarenaidarou.'" He said, smiling. He raised his thumb and traced it across his neck. Grey eyes stood up and followed him. I had no option other than following too.

The manager was surrounded by the three of the huge men, standing by the door. His hair blew around his face so hard that if he didn't step away from there, they were all going to blow away. He was shouting at the kidnappers haphazardly while holding the knife in his hands.

"What did fatty say?" I asked grey eyes. He didn't say anything for a moment and just stood there with his hands in his pocket and leaning against the wall while looking at the scene before us. He almost looked bored. No. He looked bored. I glanced in his direction.

"He said, he won't live that long. The manager." He said in a grim tone, before I saw something fly out of the door from the corner of my eyes, again. It was black like my phone, but this time, it was something huge.

I turned my head and saw that the manager had disappeared and the three of the kidnappers were shaking their head. I gasped.

It was the manger.

He was dead.

My head buzzed as I slowly made my way to the door and peeked down. I shouldn't have. The train was moving at a bridge, with a deserted road below us. The manager was lying on the road, on his stomach and his arms and legs bent at an awkward angle, with something dark around his head.

It was blood.

The train surpassed the bridge and the manager, but the body was still in front my eyes. I felt my fingers go cold. I needed to get out of here. I had to. I stepped back and looked the three men. They just killed someone.

They just took someone's life and were looking as if nothing happened. I took a step back.

They were murderers. All of them were.

I took another step back so that I was in front of the door that led to the cabins.

So did that mean that grey eyes was one of them?

I turned around and sprinted, but a huge hand grabbed my arm so hard, for a moment I thought my shoulder must have dislocated. I whipped my head to see that blue band was clutching my hand tightly and grinning down at me.

He pulled me to him with a bruising force and pushed me against the wall beside the door, his other hand clutching my neck, but not choking me. He was just holding me there. "' Watashitachi wa kanojo to issho ni nani o subeki ka? Kanojo o koroshimasu ka?'" He asked dark kidnapper, with a smirk on his lips.

"'Tashikani. Kanojo wa watashitachi o mimashita."' What the hell were they talking about? Tears stung my eyes, when his hand traced to my collar bone.

"'Kanojo wa sutekina bodi o motte inai nodesu ka? Sore wa chōdo sonoyōni kanojo o koroshi, mudadarou.'" Blue band chuckled, looking at me from head to toe, his gaze lingering at my chest. His other hand gripped the hem of my tank top. I closed my eyes.

"'Kanojo no ani o okonatte mimashou."' Grey eyes' voice came from rung in my ears. He seemed mad. Maybe he asked them to stop, as the hand stopped right above my navel. My breathing was ragged, and when I opened my eyes, my vision was blurred due to the tears swimming in my eyes. Though the blue band didn't retreat his hand, his touch sending harsh prickles up my body.

"'Shibuya - kun.."'

"'Taikyaku.'" Grey eyes took a step forward. '"Kanojo no ani o okonatte mimashou."' The blue band let go of me and stepped away, atill glaring at me. I looked straight back at him. He must have asked him to stop. Grey eyes grabbed my hand, ignoring how I flinched.

'"Kanojo wa shōnindesu. Watashitachi wa kanojo o tebanasu koto wa dekimasen."' Fatty said, and I hated him for it, even though I had no idea what he said.

"'Wareware wa Iwani ni, watashitachi to issho ni kanojo o toru igai no ta no opushon o motte imasen."' Dark skin said. Grey eyes pondered over whatever they had said before nodding.

'"Hai.'" Grey eyes looked at me. I gazed up at him.

"What did he say?" I asked, my voice small and wavering.

"He says you are a Soro shōnin."

"I'm a what?" Is that a super power?

"It means you are a solo witness, of what they did. That's why you have to come with us to our home town, Iwani." He had a blank look on his face. "'Now you are fully involved."

They are taking me to Iwani.

"I see." That was all I could manage to choke out. Fuck.

I nodded, supporting my numb body against the wall.

Talk about being screwed.

I am a Soro shōnin. A solo witness.

I glared up towards the sky, mentally registering that grey eyes had walked back inside the cabin, and cursed under my breath. I was pretty sure, that wherever Granpa was, right now, he was watching me and my current situation and was laughing his ass off.

I pulled out the pendant from my pocket and threw it around my neck. The wind blew my hair around my face, but I didn't feel anything. He said that I was a witness of what they did to that man. I had witnessed that murder and now they were taking me to an unknown place.

I looked out of the door, not knowing where my life was going.

I walked back inside.

Please review.


End file.
